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This is the firs: of 12 articles ex 
from L#Ps baok, “The 
Vantage Point’ 


‘By LYNDON BAINES JOHNSON 
“We're going to calry two. states next 
year if we don’t catry any others: Massachu- 


isetls and Texas.” ee 


i * ‘The speaker’ was John F, Kennedy, 
The time was Friday morning, Nav, 22, 
1963. : Res as hi 
“Thad gone to the President’s eighth-floor 
suite in the Hotel Texas in Fort Worth to in- 
troduce my younger sister, Lucia Alexander, 
‘to him. ; 
"The President's spi 
come to Texas for politics, and the trip so 
far was successful --- much more successful 
than I had expected. He had been warmly 
received everywhere he sent, 


THAT MORNING in Fort Worth he had 
already made two speeches, one to'a large 
gathering in a parking lot across the. street 
from the hotel, another to a chamber of 
commerce breakfast. Money and power were 
represented at the breakfast, but the parking 
fot audience: — made up of workers, mot 


MG 


ers, and children — gave re more ASSUTANce 


about the mood of Toxas. Many of them had 
‘waited in a steady drizzle for more than an 
hour to hear him and to see Mrs. Kennedy, 
- “Where's Jackie?” someone in the crowd 
shouted. ; : ‘ ‘ 
“Mrs... Kennedy | is organizing’ her- 
‘self, "the President said. “It takes longer, 
but of course she looks better than we da 
when she does it.” The crowd loved this, and 
roared its approval. , : 


_« Now it was time to eave for Dallas, John 

Kennedy was thinking about the future, 
‘about the approaching presi- 
dential campaign -and the 
necessity for carrying Texas. 
No one, including the Presi. 
dent, consideréd his reelec- 
lion to be a cinch, In fact, the 
President’s ratings in the 
polls were as low as they 
had ‘ever bech, °:* i 
The polls may have given’ 
‘hitn cause for gloom, but the’ 
people certainly did not. ; 
“That was obviously what 
he was thinking about when 
he remarked to me, cheerful- 


_ ly, that we would at least’ 


carry Massachusetts “Abproved For 
-Vexas. They were the Jhs 

words John Kennedy. spoke 

to me. - ; , 
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' WE WERE scheduled to 
‘fly that afternoon from Dal- 
las to Austin for a fund-rais- 
ing dinner, That night the 


Kennedys were going to be’ 
our guests at the LBJ Ranch,. 


We were cagerly looking for- 
ward to the visit,. © ~ 

’ Mrs. Johnson and T arrived 
cat Dallas’ Love Field aboard 
Air Force Two at 11:35 a.m, 


. We joined the reception line 


to welcome thet First Family 
when Air Force One touched 


‘ - down five minutes later, 
Ss were high. He had | 


There was.a large, joyful 
crowd behind the fence, and 


when the Kennedys stepped’ 
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was in the left rear seat, di- 
rectly behind the driver, It 
was approximately 11:55 
am | Det. 

As we drove through the 
less’ ‘populated areas, the 
crowds were thin, But I.re- 
call that even then the thres 
of us commented on be vist- 


ble enthusiasm of the people 


out cf the plane a great roar. 


went up from 
throats, t remember thinking 
how radiant Mrs. Kennedy 
looked. The skies had 
cleared, the alr was warra 
and the sun bright. Her pink 
suit and pink hat added to 
the beauty of the day. Sorne- 
one inthe reception line 
added (he final touch by pre- 
“Senting her with a bouquet of 
dark red roses, j : 


. We took seats in the auto- 
tnobiles ‘to begin the motor. 


.- cade through town to the 


Trade Mart, where the Presi- 


dent was scheduled to make: 


a luncheon speech. President 
and Mrs. Kennedy got into 
the hig presidential Lincoln. 


Goy. John Connally of Texas’ 


and his wife, Nellie, were jn 
‘the jump. seats directly in 
‘front of them. On orders of 
the President, the famous 
_“bubble top” had been re- 
moved frony the car. It was a 
-beautiful day and the Presj- 
cent wanted no barriers be- 
itween himself and the peo- 
| In the front seat of our cat 
j Were the driver, a Texag 
highway patrolman named 
Hurchel Jacks, and the Se- 
cret Service agent in charge 
‘Of my detail, Rufus Young- 
blood. I was sitting in the 
right rear seat, 
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along the.route and their ob: 
‘vious. good wishes, Dallas 
has never heen’exactly a cit- 
adel of Democratic politics. , 
‘T had been: worried’ about 
this visit ~- worried about 
the political climate; worried 
about the probleras we might 
encounter, . ; : : 
A great deal has been writ- 


‘ton about the purpose of that 
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fateful trip to Texas, Much of 
What has been wrilten is 
Wrong. - a 


President Kennedy camo to £ 


Texas to raise money for the 
Democratic campaign coffers 
and to pave the way for a 
Democratic Victory in Texas 
in 1964. We were soon to be 
‘involved -in a presidential 
election. We would need mil- 
lions of dallars for the cam- 
paign, and the Democratic 
National Commiltee was still 
painfluly in débt. The Presi- 
dent hoped to raise several 
hundred thousand dollars in 
Texas. : ; 
SHORTLY BEFORE 12:30, 
pin, the motorcade tumed: 


right on Houston Street and * 


then a block Jater made a 
Sharp left turn on Elm Street, ; 
which would take us through - 
the underpass and on ta’ 
Stemmons Freeway, to the 
Trade Mart. - 

We were traveling about 
ten or fifteen miles per hour, 


Just after our car made the 


left turn at the top of Elm, I 
was startled by an explosion, 
In the reading I have done 
since that day of horror, it is 
apparent that there were 
many reactions to the first 
shot. Some people thought it 
-64350R00030075 


it was a bomb. Some 


Ralph Yarborough of | ‘Texas thought it was a truck back- 
. hosnital 
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firing. Some thought it might 
be a shot. Some were posi- 
tive it was a shot. Bio ea! 

I did not know- what it 
was, : a 


around, shoved: me on the 
shoulder to push me down, 
and shouted to all of us, “Get 
down!” Almost in the sare 
Movement, he vaulted over 
the seat, pushed me to the 


floor, and ‘sat on my right - 


shoulder to keep me down 
and to - protect nie. Agent 
Younghlood’s quick reaction 
was as brave an act as J have 
ever seen anyone perform, 
When a man, without a tmo- 
ment's thought or hesitation, 
places himself between you 
and 4 possible assassin’s bul- 
let, you know you have seen 
courage, And you never for- 


that they «vere 
both down, They were. Agent 
Youngblood had scén to that. 
At some time ‘in this 5e- 
quence of events, I heard 
other explosions. a 


‘~ Then a voice came crack.. 


ling over the radio system: 
“Let’s get out of here.” 
Suddenly ou 
ated and we wheeled around 
the corner, careening’ over 
the curb —- almost, it seemed 
to me, on two wheels. I was 
Jater told that we were tray- 
between seventy “and 
eighty miles per hour. . 
‘There was some frantic 
conversation coniing over 
Younghlood’s radio and I 


heard hin Speaking into it 


several times, I asked lim 
what had happened, He re. 
leased his weight from me 
but still kept me in a crouch- 
Dg position on the floor. He 
M088 he was not sure but 
that he had heard that the 
motorcade was heaced for a 


Agent Youngblood spun 


cat acceler- 
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